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All night Maurioe Beaujon was pos-
sesgted with the certainty that Jean
was lyving, wounded, in the open field.
He knew the lad trusted him to come,
80 Beaujon tessed ss a mother might
and could scarcely wait for the dawn

He talked to Jean. The stars were
paling.

“There, so, Jean"—he reached for

courage.”
| He raised his flask and tasted of its
contents:

“80, Jean, a few drops, they put
heart in a man.”

He stuffed a loaf of bread Into his
knapsack.

“Now, a crumb, Jean—so!"

He gathered up gauze and dressing
for a wound and thrust it into his
knapsack “So now, Jean, let us see.
Ab-h-h-h, that Is bad, but we'll get you
well. Let me tle on this bandage.
They'll do better for you at the hos-
pital, but this will serve till we get
there."”

He flung his knapsack over his back
“"S8o, Jean, put your arms around my
neck. Gently, gently; 1I'l not jar yon.
That's better, eh?" He laughed
“The uhlans dldn’t get you, Jean."

It was gray when he went down the
road. People had their hounses open,
but the shop windows were closed. At
the city gate an officer talking with a
gentry recognized Maurice.

“Hello, Beaujon'" he called. “You
have been promoted for bravery."

Beaujon nodded as a matter of
course. He had fought like a demon
to kill men; he must have yelled Hke
a maniac; his throat was raw inside;
he had risen to a kneeling pesition in
the trenches to snatch a flag which
had been shot away from Jean, and he
had waved it high above his head to
cover the retreat of his companions.

And then the uhlans were on him
again, but he was up and running with
the flag, and he had escaped; somehow
he had escaped. It was a miracle. He
pever doubted Jean's safety until the
lad could not be found.

“Where are you going, Beaujon?"

“For Jean'" Beaujon answered.

“Valles, he is missing?" the officer
asked. “Have you been through the
hospitals?"

“He is not in them,” Beaujon an-
swered,

This delay tortured him. He
knew he could make his search better
before the sun was up, for the gleam
of the bayonets had dazzled him yes
terday, and from the fleld they would
flash In his eyves again.

Beaujon pointed. “Valles can't be

far.,” he added. “We were right In
those trenches, just back of those
bushes.”

“Well, go on, then,” safd the offi-
cer; “but be cautious. Remember the
wounded have been taken off the fleld.
You won't find him alive®

“Allve,” thought Beaujon impa-
tiently: “no, not if this talking keeps
up much longer.” He saluted and
burst away.

He stepped out into the fleld. He
had known he ghould see the rifles and
the bayonets first, but they did not
flash upon his eyes now.

No, they were dull and gray like
the sky. He gazed blankly into the
zenith: his first Instinet was to look

away from the ground.

There was still a star shining; it was
yvellow and very faint He met its
gaze. [t looked at him steadily,
blinked and went out. The thought
of Jean gripped him, and he forced
himself to look down again over the
field

There were spots on the bushes;
thin, slow streams furrowed the
ground; as the light Increased these
sluggish trickles, these splashes, were
scarlet

This was n shambles;
slaughterhouse.

All the panoply of war was gone;
all that made it brilliant, all that goad-
e¢d him on, was gone. Why had he
been promoted for bravery?

He was not brave now.

His mind was confused; he maust
gtop; he must be clear. There was a
word which would help him if he
could remember it.

He pressed his hand to his forehead,
gtrugeling for that word. Ah, he had
ift! Sure. He must be sane.

Ha strode firmly forward, looking
neither to the right nor to the left, his
gaze on those bushes just beyond the
farther trench.

He heard low moans and eries, but
he did not heed them. |

Something moved in a heap of
bodlés. How dead men struggled!
He passed on. There, out on a free
space of ground, a dead Belglan was
lylng forward on his face,

Beaujon paused. Clutched In the
man's hand was an arm. He stared.
Then he saw that the man’s other |
arm had been shot off.

His heart jumped.

Could that slender fellow be Jean?
He went forward and turned him over,
When he saw the face of a stranger
he began to laugh.

Now that the fellow did not prove
to be Jean, he saw how comical it was,

What did he expect to do with his
arm. Run to the hospital with it to
have it sewed on? X

o Beaujon pursued his search, chuck-
ng.

The east grew rogy and a sweet, cool
bresze blew against him. The day
promised to be fine and clear. He was
glad of that.

Jean slways llked to lle flat on hig
back tn an open field, siaring up at the
sky with eyes that wers as blue. Mme.
Valles was a German, and her eyas
were lHke her sons.

She wept because her sister had
boys in the German army. Her own
husband was & Belglan, and her sym-
pathy must go with him:; and Jean,
her son—was he not fighting the uh-
lans as well as his father?

the world a

his boots—"go, Jean, keep up mm-P

only knew they were not Jean.

The sun flashed on the bayonets and
sabers lying about; it was prelty as a
sparkling sea.

‘He bent over & body. Some instinct
made him rise and whirl about on his
heel.

He was face to face with one of
the uhlans. The German was on foot.

Each man was but a mirror of the
other, so identical were thelr expres-
sions; each had belleved himsell alone
searching for a friend. They stared at
each other; they turned; they ran in
opposite directions as if pursued by
demons.

The fight was out of both of them.

Beaujon dropped his rifie as he ran.
Horror was on his heels. He stumbled
and fell and lay as if dead, then
reached elyly for his rifle.

As his hand gripped it he realized
that it must be another man's, for he
had dgppped his own

He gat up and looked over the fleld.
The enemy had disappeared. He
turned his head, and there beside him
lay Jean. It was Jean's rifie he held
He knew by the smile on Jean's face
that the lad was dead.

Only dead men were happy like
that; that is, the right sort of dead

He Chuckled Again.

men, not the kind who struggled to
get back to life.

Jean's blue eyes looked straight up
into the sky.

Beaujon touched the boy’s face.

It was stlll warm. Then he knew
that pale star which blinked at him
and went out was a signal from Jean.
He wished he could lie down beside
him, but he had promised to return.

He had been promoted for bravery,
this Beaujon. Who was the fellow—
Beaujon, Beaujon,.Beaujon. But he
had promised to get back to him. He
must find Beaujon again

He lifted Jean on his back and
started homeward. It was strange
that he was carrying Jeans rifie in-
stead of his own.

It was a message that he must fight
for them both. He was grim but ex-
ultant as he strode on. Where he had
killed one man before, now he would
kill two; It would be double the num-
ber always, double for Jean.

The ground was uncertain and he

stumbled; then he realized he was
trampling over the dead with his
boots om. He laid Jean down and took

off his boots, then lifted his friend
again and went on in his stocking-
feet.

When he ecame into the city again
no one offered to help him, for Beau-
jon was a giant in strength and he
bore Jean as though he had been a
girl

He climbed the road and turned
into a small hotel.

Mme. Valles sat at the table with
the one guest left in the hotel: she
was having an extra cup of coffee with
her and they were talking about the
war.

Beaujon's figure filled the doorway
and his shadow fell across the two
women.

Mme. Valles raised her hands. She
wns going to cry out, but somehow
she did not, Instead she managed to
get to a door; it opened into her
bedroom.

“Put him here, Maurice. Can you

get a doctor?™
Beaujon 1lald Jean down on his
mother's bed. He patteds Mme.

Valles' cheek so softly in his pity.

“No. Jean does not need a doctor,
Mama Valles."

He went out, closing the door on
the two. There was a stranger in
he dining room, and he remembered
Mme. Valles did not like curious eyes,

He sat down in the first chalr he
reached, exhausted.

The guest in the hotel was an
American—Miss Dewey. She had ex-
pected to join friends in Berlin. She
kept saying to herself that she had
never expected this war when she
went abroad.

When she saw Beaujon's pallor she

ran to the kitchen and ealled Marle,
the young girl who assisted Mme.
Valles as a kind of underhousekeep-
er, to bring hot eoffee at once,
. “They have brought home Mme.
Valles' son dead,” she exclaimed,
“and T think the man who brought
him is 1ll. He looks so white.”

“Yes, mademoiselle,” answered
Marie. Her hand shook so she kept
pouring the coffee into the saucer in-
stead of the cup.

“Here,” sald Miss Dewey, *1 “will
attend to that.” She seized the coffes

- The coffee helped him. He watched
her as she sat back on her heels, let-
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ting his feet drop into her lap and
looking up pitifally at him.
“Now, 1 shall have no husband™

mouth, the woe in her eyes.

It was more than grief for Jean. It
was desolation come upon her. The
issues of life were cut off. She would
have no husband, no children. Why
was ghe left a woman?

This was what war did for women"'

Beaujon spoke with difficilty, for
his throat was tired. “Marie, if T live
I will return and be your husband.”

face she bent forward and laid her
face against his breast, sobbing. He
patted her shoulder until she grew
quiet. Then he said: “Now, I must
be going.”

Miss Dewey was crying, too. She
ran out to get him another cup of
coffee. “What & good man,” she
thonght.

Marie knelt and dried his feet and
put a pair of clean stockings on him.
They were Papa Valles’, as were also
the boots, she brought. Papa Valles
had gone to the war, too: and he was
a big man like Beaujon, not slight
like Jean, Jean was so pretty—Ilike
a girl Her tears fell more gently.

Beaujon pulled on the boots. He
rose and shook hands with Miss
Dewey. “Good-by,” he said. “When
¥you return to your own country re-
member us,*

She stood on the steps of the hotel,
while Marie followed him to the road.

“Wait,” he said; “I was forgetting
¥ something."

He thrust his hand into his pocket
apd drew forth a big key and gave it
to Marie. *“It iz the key to my shop,
If 1 do not come back all is yours.”

She took it as a child might
“Yes.” She kept her eyes fixed wiat-
fully on Beaujon’s face.

“Good-by,” he said, and bent to kiss
her cheek; then suddenly drew her
into his arms and kissed her mouth.
“Good-by. my wife!"

The blood coursed freely through
his veins once more. That kiss—so
fresh, so sweet—had revived bhim. It
was as though Marie had become a
stranger with whom he had fallen
in love at first sight.

Their love sprang new born from
this moment; it had no past. He went
off down the read with a swinging
step, his shoulders squared. The good
God meant well by man. His hand
must be over this somehow—yes—
over it all.

“Where is his shop, Marie?" asked
Miss Dewey,

“The fourth one down on that side,
mademoiselle,” answered Marie.

“0Oh, that beautiful lace shop!”
Miss Dewey exclaimed. “There are
some wonderful rose-pleces in the

window. I noticed them the first day
I was in town. §o he is a lace-
maker?

“Yes, mademolselle.”

Beaujon reached the top of the
road. He turned and waved his cap.
Then he disappeared down the hill

“He is gone,” said Marie. She
clasped her hands on her breast.
“Think, mademoiselle, how one hour
can bring me two sorrows. It is
war!”

AT THE
FRONTIER
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Perley Poore Sheehan
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“Well, he can keep on following us,”
safd Miss Dracon. “There's no law
against it, 1 suppose—not over here.”

The tea, the music, even the clothes
she wore, were all well calculated to
soothe a feminine heart—especially
one that could ‘not have been more
than twenty years old; but, as she
gazed out over the terrace of Armenon-
ville, with an elaborate pretense of
recognizing no one in the fashionable
throng, there was a dangerous sparkle
in Miss Dracon's eye.

Her mother, a personification of
Afnerican dollars and well preserved
youth, looked at her with an indul-
£gent smile,

“His title Is perfectly good,” she
purred, *“I looked it up—in the Al
manach de Gotha, where only royal
and—"

“Look out! He% coming over."

It had required no very keen vision
on the part of Prince Frederick von
Hohenstaufen to see the Dracons,
mother and daughter. An omniscient
head waiter, in the first place, with an
eye to a ten-franc tip, had placed them
at a table where all might see. And,
in the second place, they wers not the
sort of people who escape observation.
Great wealth, sagaclously used, stamps
its possessors with an imprint as un-
mistakable as the sterling mark on
solld plate,

Prince Frederick was likewise mno-
ticeable, but otherwise.

As he made his way, with a queer
mingling of eagerness and anxiety vis-
fble in his face, through the perfumed,
well-dressed, gayly chatting swarm of
Parisians and forelgn mnotables who
were enjoying themselves in t:;l Bols
that afterncon, he suffered by
comparison, in spite of his youth.

So Miss Dracon thought.

His Teatures were smug and homely,
glving his clean-shaven face an expres-
cers or grooms. His skin was fresh
enough, but exposure to the sun had

it the even tan possessed by most of
the other men she knew.
And his clothes! ;

He saw her poor, little, - drooping.

When she saw the kindness on his
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“Look Out! He's Coming Over.”

The heir of Hohenstaufen dropped
into,the chair that a walter had al-
ready pushed into position, gave one
meaning look at Elizabeth Dracon,
then turned once more to the older
WOman.

“As soon as I learned you had gone,
then I left,” he sald.

Elizabeth bit her lip, while her
mother smiled ‘easily.

“A coincldence,” sald Mrs. Dracon.

“A coincidence,” conceded the
prince, “but designed by me.” '

He looked from other to daughter.
Mrs, Dracon was listening intently, no
doubt, although she had the air of one
who is rather preocupled with some-
thing else. . The daughter's eyes met
his with the suspicion of a challenge
in them.

Hadn't they settled this, once and
for all, that night the prince had pro-
posed to her over in Philadelphia?

“You see,” he said, with an effort at
lightness, “I got to thinking ower what
Miss Elizabeth sald to me about in-
lernational marriages. I don’t see how
it applies to us. I know that she is
not crazy for a title—other than her
own high-born name; and me, I'm not
after—after money.”

The red-coated band, responsive to
a frenzied leader, was zinging and
banging through a Hungarian rhap-
sody, glving promise that it would still
be safe to talk about private matters
for a long time to come. ‘

“Elizabeth told me that you had
done her the honor—" Mrs. Dracon be-
gan.

“Perhaps 1 should have spoken first
to you,” said the prince, talking rap-
idly. *"But I said, ‘This is America,
where there must not be too much
formality.' Besides, I was crazy—
crazy with love—as 1 have been ever
since first I looked at her.”

“No scene, please,” cautioned Eliza-
beth steadily,

The band zinged louder. Her remark
drew blood apparently.

“It s true that I have debts,” the
prince went on; *“but they are the
debts of my ancestors. I pay interest
on them No one expects more than
that. They are like state debts—what
you call pational debt. A national
debt is never paid. But why mention
such things? It is you I love. You
I followed again back to Europe.”

“Will you have cream or Temon?"
asked Elizabeth, suddenly remember
Ing the tea things.

“So why—why—will you not have
me?"

“Shall I go over it all once more?
asked Elizabeth, lmllhlg but cruel,
“I've seen enough of these {nter-
national marriages to make me sick
If 1 ever marry—which I doubt—I'll
mArry an American. I'll marry a man
who can take cars of me, just as
though I didn't have a cent in the
world; one who will work, accomplish
something, be someone by his twn ef-
forts. Since you owa so much, by your
awn admission, why don't you work
and—"

“Elizabeth!*™

Mrs, Dracon was scandalized, as she
often was by this ultra-modern daugh-
ter of hers; but the prince was Hsten-
ing, sober, Intent.

“I can’t work, the way you mean,”
sald Prince Frederick with bated
breath. “I'm a Hohenstaufen. 1 be-
long to the empire. If it were not for
that, there 1s nothing In the world I
wouldn't do to show you—show you
how I love you. Even now, could I
do so with honor, I'd blow out my
brains—"

“I've dropped my fan,” said Mrs.
Dracon,

The prince recovered it for her with
a little Jnugh just as the music, with a
succession of rippling scales sugges-
tive of a flight of butterflles, went up
into the alr and.was silent.

8ilent, also, for most of the time
were Mrs. Dracon and her daughter as
they drove home a little later through
the high-arched allees of the Bols.

made It rea fn spots instead of giving | T8

‘ening night. It had begun to rain.
Then, finally, as though the wounded
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“All passengers get down!”

It was almost panle as the shudder-
ing civilians—men, women and chil-
dren, Dutch, Belgian, French, English,
American—clambered out;

place? Elizabeth asked a mammoth
Belglan, who, with his wife and four
children, had been their cellmate
throughout the day.

Said the Belgian:

“This is Hohenstaufen!”

A moment later she and her mother
were leaning against each other for
mutual support.

Very stiff and straight in 2 new uni-
form, surrounded by officers who were
showing him obvious respect, there
stood under the yellow shimmer of the
station light some one whom they both
had instantly recognized—Prince Fred-

Slid Off With Them Into the Night.

erick himself,
stant he
them.

“Ah, Mrs. Dracon; again!
me to salute you."

He took the tipa of her fingers, bent
forward from the hips without flexing
his knees.

“Ah, Miss Elizabeth!"™

He repeated the salute. But his
ridiculously short bair was now con-
cealed by a helmet which hadn’t been
digplaced.

“I regret,” he said, as he straight-
ened up, “that you have been made
to suffer. But while you are in Ho-
henstaufen you will, at least, be my
guests.”

“We want to get to Belgium—to Lon-
don,"” sald Elizabeth, by now on the
verge of tears.

“We've lost our baggage—every-
thing.” said Mrs. Dracon.

They were spesking softly, as ol-
villans and military passed and re-
passed. The officers who had sur-
rounded the prince had turned thedr
backs, pretending not to notice.

“l am master here,” sald the prinee
quietly; “but not beyond the limits of
the principality.” He turned to Eliza-
beth. “Have you forgotten that I love
you?"

“What then?"

“Marry me.” .

Elizabeth looked at him with un-
flinching eyes.

“You have us In your power—to
compromise us, disgrace us, if you
wish—"

A change of expression
prince's face made her pause,

“I spoke to you once of shooting my-
self,” he said; “but my life was not
my own. I still have it—Qott sel
dank—to give for my country. As my
wife, or even as my flancee, you could
bhave—" He made a gesture of de-
spair, “Mrs, Dracon,” he resumed,
“farewell. A military motor will be
here in.a few minutes, in charge of
one of my orderlies, who will gee that
you and Miss Dracon are conducted in
safety to the Belgian frontier. Eliza-
beth, if I never see you again—"

“Kiss me good-by,” she whispered
in panie.

A gray-painted motor, with two men
In uniform on the front seat, slid off
with them into the night. Prince Fred-
erick von Hohenstaufen had not been

€re to see them go; but every now
then, as they stopped at garrison
and scattered posts where all
wakefulness and feverish activity,
the men on the front seat

Almost at the same in-
eaw them, started toward
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worthy of the best of everything That's

and Press Assoclation and offer to our
people the Meritol line of preparations,
made by the Arsooistion and sold only
through its members. There is nothing

A Wonder.
Gabe—Jones Is the most trathful man
I know of,
Steve—Why do you say that?
Gabe—He had s biack eye last week,
and I askied him how he got it, and he
told me that a man hit him, -

Betchal ' v
“"What ls & bird than?" sald young Bess
Mr. Schuster.
“Oh, yes;

Paw Knows Everything.
Willie — Paw, what does unseéemly
haste mean?
Paw—That's when the wife of an
aviator sues m for divorce. my son.

Goo Bighl
8ald a wise mun: “This bulldi is high,
So I'll jump off the top and I'll Righ.

Of course 1 iack wings
And some other things,
But I can't learn to filgh til! [ trigh.”
—Cincinnat! Enqulrer.

Bald n sorrowful singer: "“This hymn
Makes my old eyes with teardrops grow
dymn,
I'll sing 1t, of course.
Although I'm quite hoarse
chance for an encore Is slymn.'
—Memphls Commerclal-Appeal.

And my
Fairy Talea.
“Pleased to meet you.”
*“1 had to work Iante.”
“l ean take a drink or let it alone.”
“My, Isn't your baby pretty!”
*We have never had a quarrel since
we were married.”

Sure.
“It may seem queer,” sald Mr. Burke,
*"But you can bet it's so,
An Wdle rumor does more work
Than anything I know."

The Wise Fool.
“Politeness costs nothing,” remarked
the sage.
“Maybe that's the reason why most
people have no ugse for it,” andded the
fool.”

Betchal
This world wa could improve, I say,
Our progress would be ample
If we bad less advice each day
And much more good exampla.

L ]
Sure.
Gabe — What is the difference be-
tween an apartment and a flat?
Steve—About $25 per month,

Votes For Women!

Notice.—As my busband, I. C. Dale,
has left my bed and board I will not
be responsible for any accounts con-
tracted by him mnor pay any debts
which he may contract nor be respon-
slble for any instruments which he
may sign. 8. Carrie Dale.—Wellsville
{KEan.) Globe,

Luke Just Oiled His.
Prevent disease by having your feath-
ers renovated. Send postal.—Ad. In
Muskegon (Mich.) Chronicle,

Things to Worry About.
The avernge depth of the sand on
the African deserts is from thirty to
forty feet.

Daily Health Hint.
Never stand behind a mule when yon
are arguing with bhim.

Our Daily Special.
Be a good loser, but don't make it a
habit.

Luke McLuke Says:

You can make a woman madder by
ignoring her than you can by calling
her names.

When a girl marries she usually loses
a, good friend and gets a grouchy
boarder.

Politics Is one of our most popular
sports because you can talk it all day
and not know a blame thing about it

When they are engaged they imagine
that they can get along with one chair
when they go to housekeeping. But
after they have been married for
awhile they want two different bed-
room sults.

The lad who loafs around and owes
everybody in town is the same fellow
who s deeply worrled because the
Panama canal isn't paying expenses.

The old fashioned poker player who
ased to walk around his cbair to
change his lock now has a son who
~an deal a dismond from the bottom
when his stack gets low.

Before be gets her he thinks she is a
bommingbird. After he gets her he
discovers that she is a screech owl

Consclence may help some. But the
fear of getting caught Is what keeps
most of us stralght.

A woman may bave no alm in life
But she always seems to hit the target
when she starts out to shoot Friend
Husband.

There isn't any fun in fAshing If you
have to catch fish for a living.

Before she gets him she believes all
be tells her about bis prowess as an
athlete. After she gets him she dis-
snyers that about the only sport he ex-
cels In Is throwing the bhull

Once in awhile father will play foxy
when he comes home with a fine bun
n. and. be will carefully hide his
money 80 wotbher won't find ., and
then he will get up with a big head
and a dazed feeling and stall around |
for an hour trying to remember where
Be hid the biame money, '

Most of the wmen who are secking po-
sitions are dodging jobs,

Its our dollar and WE NEED IT

Richmond A Mighty Good Town
Rishmond is a mighty good town,
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“FARMER BOIS' ENCANE

Proud Sons of a Proud State to Occupy Temted City

on Kentucky State Fair Grounds

FARM BOYS IN CAMP,

HE Farm Boys' Encsmpment,
one of the most important as
well as plctoresque features of
the Kentucky State Falr, an-

nuoally brings to this agricultural and
live stock celebration a juvenlle repre-
sentative from the 120 countles of (hul
state. |

To the boy standing sponsor for his
home section the trip s an epoch and
the honor much coveted and striven

for. Heretofore the eligible boys were
selected from farm boys between the
ages of fiftecn and eighteen venrs and
through written competitive examina-

tions submitted to a committes com-
posed of a member of the State Board
of Agriculture and of the fuculty of
the Agricultural College.

This year a new rullng requires that
the boy competing for the trip and
consequent honors and plensures must
be & member of either the Boys' Corn
Club or the Boys' Pig Club of his!
county and must each grow one acre
of corn or rulse one plg as &8 mint
mum effort and

must keep n dally
record of the cost and other dats
Boys eligible to this contest must be
between the ages of ten and elghteen
Years, and no boy having attended an

encampment in prior years will be con
sldered.
No county will be permitted to enter |
this contest with less than fifteen mem-
L

THE WOMAN'S SHOP”

Unique Market For Femirine Wares at the

the feminist

State Fair,
move
daily and u:m’

LTHOUGH
ment Is
more universally demonstrat

maore
ing the fact that wowmen are
qualified to engage In any pursuit, ecall
ing or occupation heretofore Individual
to man, it is not to be Inferred that
the arts, handicrafts and bhandlworks |
beretofore assoclated solely with the
gentler sex are to be neglected. Rather
are they to be fostered In accordance |
with the views of representative wo
men of .the.state,. and. In furthernncd
of this deslgn a Woman's Shop has
been instituted as a feature of the
plans for the Kentucky State Falr, to
be held In Loulsville Sepr. 1318
This shop will be located In the Wo
man’s bullding on the Falr grounds
but will not be auxiliary to the com
petitive exhibitions of the Women's
Department. Rather, the shop 15 de

signed as a salesroom or "--Imrin-_:|
house™ for every variety of usefnl and
beautiful article made by womankind
and such products as embrolderies, bl
spreads, rugs, table covers, pottery, Jew
elry, Inmp shades, household or garden
furniture, baskets, draperies, ete., may

be entered free of charge In this shop
and ticketed at the owner's valuation

for a possible gale which will be with- |

out any commission charge to Fualr|

uausgeiient or members in choarge.
Articles entered for sale In the Wo

man's Bhop are not eligitle for compe
tition In the catalogued classes. Artl
cles must be seut at the owner's risk |
and will be carefully cared for and re |
turned 1f unsold at the close of !"u'.rl

week. |

bers, and where the question of mub-
stitution arises the board will consider
first the plg club boys in the counties
that bave corn clubs organized. Where
there are no corn clubs or plg clubs

| @rganized the board reserves the right
| to appolnt substitutes from other coun-

ties,

B. G. Nelson of Hopkinsville, Ky, Is
state ageut for the Boys' Corn Clubs,
and Otis Kercher of Lexington, Ky., is
state agent for the Boys' Pig Clubs,
and boys desiring to enter either or
both of these clubs should Immediate-

{1y notify the respectlve agents at the

above addresses, and upon recelpt of
thelr names all necessary Instructions
and rulings will be forwarded them.
The purpose of the Farm Boys' En-
campment at the State Falr Is to ex-
tend the educational advantages of the
Fair through the farming districts of
the entire state, and the resuits grow-
ing from the three former encamp-
ments have been highly encouraging.
During the week of their stay here the
boys are guests of the Falr and in
thieir “tented city™ on the grounds are

|provided with every comfort as well

ns entertnined by the wonders of the
celebration, The judging contests to
which they are eligible are of Incal-
culable educational advantage, and the
delecates are also taken on sightseelng
excursions to the manofactories and

| show places of the city of Loulsville.

tucky

The jdea of the man's Shop Is new
und individual tf the Kentucky State
Falr. It wus cofpejved by Commission-
er of Agricolties John W. Newman and
I:.th!ml:n:t_lua{w indorsed by the com-
j;‘/i'ﬂ'v in charge, of which Mrs, 8.

hroston Ballard is chalrman and the
following ladies are members: Mrs. J.
A. Mitchell, Bowling Green; Mrs. Star-
Hng L. Marshall, Henderson; Miss
Kdna Dolfinger, Louisville; Mra, Bar-
bour Minnegerode, Louisville; Mrs. Av-
ery Roubinson, Loulsville; Mrs. Leonard
A. Hewett, Louisville; Mrs. Peter Lee
‘4thewgn, Loulsville; Mrs. Richard
Knote, }-ﬁt.w-\iﬂe; Mrs. Richard Erns
Coviogtou; Mrs. B, P. Halleck, Loy
ville; Mrs. W. L. »afills, Owens)
Mrs. George A. Arm TONng,
ville; Mrs. Anna Eernber; Beryg
Helm Broce, l.-.-ut_-g\.-t!].--_ M
Rodes, Danville; Mrs Harr)
Loulsville; Mrs. Alfred BErandd

sville; Miss Mary F. Hutcheran
i=; Mr« I. C. Ford, Middlesboro;
Sam Boyle, Loulsville: Mrs. Paul C
Loutsville, and Mrs. T. J. Smith, Fra
fort

Mrm, Thomas Jefferson Smith of

Frankfort Is the chalrman of a promo-
tion committee which will have repre-
sentutives In every city and rural dls-
trict In the state. An espectal effort
will be made to enlist the-interest of
the basket weavers and needleworkers
of the mountalns. Only residents of
Kentucky are eligible for entry.

For pntry blanks and further infor-
mation address communications to Wo-
mnn's Shop, State Fair offices, Paul
Jones building, Louisville, Ky.

Star “Sidewheelers” to Strive For

World’s Records a

HE Onest track and fastest per. |
formers In the country willl
make of the trotting and pac- |
Ing events for the thirteenth |

annual Kentucky State Falr, Sept. 13-
18, the greatest exhibitions of the kind
In fulr history. The entrles for the
track program closed June 1. with 140
contestants listed. This number breaks
all former records and assures Falr
visitors one of the most elaborate as
well as high class showings of “side. |
wheelers” in history.

The entire list Is made up of the
creme de la creme of trotting and pac-
ing horseflesh, and among the “cracks"
who will compete for honors and try
for world's records will be Hugh Mii-
ler, the seusational three-year-old who
broke all reconds last year at the Ken-
tucky State Fair by trotting a half
mile in 2:11%. Ham Patterson will
Viso be “"among those present.” Hui'
von the $1.000 trotting stake last year |
a 2:14  Another star will be Ophella, |

lon the grand elreait,

t Kentucky State Fair

the great trotting mare who has al-
ready made 2:08% during the early
purt of this season. Joe H. has “won
bis spurs” on the fastest half mile
tracks lo Ohlo and Michigan, and Bon-
nle Doy Ukewlse has proved his class

The track eveuts will fclude two
colt tryouts for two and three yvear old
irotters with a purse of £500 each.
These features are rendered doubly in-
teresting from the fact that there Is
always a possibility of developing an-
other world’s wonder, llke Ettawah,
who made his first appearance as a
two-¥ear-old on the Kentncky State
Falr track and who has since proved
to be the fastest trotter in existence

today. b

The rules of the Natlonal Trotting
Assoclation govern the Kentucky State
Falr track events. R. J. Basset of
Leltehfield 1s the member In charge of
the Speed Department, and C. R. Van
Meter of Lebanon s the Superintend-

ent.

why we have joined the Amerioan Drug

'“_’._:.I goods, ku. eod in A
m‘

ny. Ws want Richmond people to
ve.ihie best there is, so0 wo offer ycul
s Hiwe.  Axk 10 see Meritol goods.
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Special Clearance Sale

ON ALL

Refrigerators, Ice

Boxes, Water . &

/

rd




